OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS

She relaxed again and laughed. 'I am not a fool,
my Captain. But it seems you are. Go now, and do
not speak to me any more of this.' She took a bracelet
off her wrist; it was set with crystals and fat sapphires.
She threw it at him and he caught it easily. 'Take this
and turn it into gambling money if you choose, my
barbarian! Leave me. I shall make a new scent and
name it after you: breath of Harald. Death of Harald?
Perhaps that has a better sound. But go!'

He went, carrying the bracelet; it was no use saying
anything more yet. On his way he met the Emperor's
charming and much-loved mistress, the August
Sklerena, who smiled at him and, mockingly, at the
bracelet. Her hair was freshly curled and she carried
a copy of Homer in a silver binding. In the Guards'
quarters he found Haldor Snorrisson playing the harp
while the others stood round and listened. Haldor
had got a great sword-cut on his face at one of the
sieges in Sicily; it had left him wonderfully ugly, but
he was the best of harpers. When Harald came in,
Haldor in compliment to him began singing the song
about his great - great - grandmother, Snowfair the
witch, who had put an enchantment on Harald Hair-
fair, so that even when she was many months dead he
still kept her lying in his bed, for the red of her cheeks
and the white of her throat did not change nor be-
come corrupted.

They passed the harp round. Suddenly it grew
dark and a coolish wind blew in. They lighted lamps,
pulling up the wicks, recklessly using up good oil, for
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